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pressive. A distinguished scholar, speaking of the aid the hand is to an orator, calls itsthe usecond face." It certainly was so with Running Antelope. He described the distressing condition of the tribe with real eloquence. While he spoke, lifting his graceful hands towards Heaven in appeal, one of ray husband's birds that was uncaged floated down and alighted on the venerable warrior's head. It had been so petted, no ordinary move-inent startled the little thing. It maintained its poise, spreading its wings to keep its balance, as the Indian moved his head in gesture. The orator saw that the faces of the Indians showed signs of humor, but he was ignorant of what amused them. His inquiring e^yes saw no solution in the general's, for, fearing to disconcert him, General Ouster controlled every muscle in his face. Finally the bird whirled up to his favorite resting-place on the horn of the buffalo head, and the warrior understood the unusual sight of a smile from his people.
His whole appeal was most impressive, and touched the quick sympathies of my husband. He was a sincere friend of the reservation Indian. The storehouses at our post were filled with supplies, and he promised to telegraph to the Great Father for permission to give them rations until spring. Meantime, he promised them all they could eat while they awaited at the post the answer to the despatch. - Not content with a complaint of their present wrongs, Running Antelope went off into an earnest denunciation of the agents, calling them dishonest.
One of the Indians, during the previous summer, with fox-like cunning had lain out on the dock all day ap<escaped. I used to think the joking was carried too far sometimes, but ity,                    1
